THE CASTLE OF THE SULTAN              191

said: 'I command you to point out the man.' Trem-
blingly he did so. The truth was plain. According to
custom, if a Druse does something that merits death, his
own family exacts the penalty. So Sheik Amir slew his
own brother there, and thus the justice was accom-
plished."

An hour later the man who had told me this bloody tale
of savage justice was seated in his orchard-garden with
children on his knees and tugging at his abba. One of the
slaves had climbed a mulberry tree to fill a silver bowl
with fruit, and now Hussein Pasha was popping the mul-
berries into the mouths of the babies. On one knee was
his infant daughter. On the other was a coal-black pick-
aninny, child of the slave. He stuffed their eager mouths
indiscriminately and wiped their smeared faces with the
fold of his robe.

When we walked back from the orchard at twilight,
the little daughter was carried asleep in Katie's arms,
and the black baby was perched on Hussein Pasha's
shoulder.